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I parted with a few more cigarettes, and once more made
my way to Bedford Square. I saw the same official, who
tried to put me off. However, I informed him^ brusquely
that I had received instructions to see the consul, and
would he please arrange for an appointment. He let me
get as far as the hall and disappeared upstairs. Presently
he brought word that I would be received then and there;
and I was ushered into a spacious room on the first floor.
The consul greeted me warmly and as soon as he heard
my business, he laughed, rather as if a small boy had
shown him a new trick.
" La Legion. Oh, la la ! Well, my friend, we do some-
times get similar requests. Tell me, have you been ^
soldier before ? "
That was an easy one, and there was no doubt that my
military career made an impression.
" Do you speak French ? "
" I learnt it at school, and I was able to rub it up during
the War. I can't say that my accent is Parisian, but I
think I can make myself understood."
He then spoke to me in French, and I gathered that
I had passed the language test with flying colours.
Convinced that I would be a good legionary and an asset
to the forces of the Republic, we proceeded to business. I
would have to enlist at Dunkerque and I would need a
passport
By the time I left the consulate I was in possession of
a rail pass to Calais and the princely sum of five shillings
for myself. Two days later I entrained at Victoria in a
spirit of high adventure, knowing just about as imjeh of the
Foreign Legion as the average film-goer.
And now I must pause in my narrative to make a personal
statement to the reader. If I was to give a fall account of
my life in the Legion it would need a book to itseE In this
volume I am setting down the story of my life, and as I
have already published a number of books based on my
experiences in the Legion, the reader must exquse roe if I
toiadi but briefly on these crowded years. But there is ose
tag I can do. Even* in this hurried survey I can paint tfae